414                 JUDITH PARIS                 PART

no more in love with a grand life than she ever
was, poor thing, and has in fact never recovered
socially from the unhappy and now historic Ball.

Will will have no dealings with me and breathes
fire and slaughter against his Bournemouth re-
lations. Is this not foolish? But Will was
always as filled with himself and his affairs as an
egg with meat, and an insult to his wife is a snap
of the finger in the face of the Almighty.

Nevertheless Will prospers and I do not. He
is the other side of the Herries blanket from
ourselves, dear Judith, and I think all the interest
in our family's history must come from that, that
men like Will are being for ever disgraced and
made anxious by men like me. We break in
upon their solid plans as a horse-thief breaks into
their gold. So also on their side they break in
upon our dreams. Where, I must ask myself,
wandering among these fields and hills, do the
two worlds join? Who may bring them together?
Last week I rode up Borrowdale to Stonethwaite
and wandered for an hour about the little over-
grown court and garden of Herries where my
grandfather and your father dug for so many
years the hard and ungrateful soil. A shepherd,
Wilson, now has it and lets it go as it will.

It was almost as though your father were at
my elbow. I had forgot him but my father so
frequently spoke of him that it is as though I had
known him. I have only one memory of him, a
tall gaunt black man with a scar on his face, riding
up the white road to Uldale. I must confess to
you that I was miserable enough that hour in that